THE   NYASALAND   CAT

after a couple of days, she began to feed again as usual and
to run about, I forgot the incident.

One morning Shri gave birth to three kittens., but,
instead of hiding them somewhere outside at first, as was
her wont, she carried them into the hut and deposited them
in the basket of my terriers, evidently under the impression
that they were safest there; and when the dogs refused to
share their bed with the intruders and jumped out, she took
them away again and carried them one by one into the
basket of the mongooses.

One or two days later, feeling unwell, I closed the door
of my sleeping-hut for the night, a thing I very rarely did.

Toward morning I heard something of a scuffle going
on outside and the dogs became restless. As they did not
bark, however, I did not get up; but when, a little later,
one of my boys came to my door and called me, I stepped
out, and there was Nyasa, with her lower jaw broken and
her tongue torn out by the roots, still alive I

She had to be killed, and I should have killed Shri then
and there, if it had not been for her young.

Instead, I packed the whole family into a cage and sent
it to a friend of mine, a planter who lived a few miles away,
who had complained to me about a plague of rats.

A month later, Shri came back, alone and emaciated,
and when my dogs ran out to meet her, she flew at them in
a fit of boundless rage. I could only conclude from this
that her kittens had been killed by the brothers of my own
dogs, who belonged to that planter and resembled them.

For some time she continued to live about my premises,
in a permanent - state of war with Cashel and Petitcriou,
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